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Dim, after laying out the bedding, could alight at
this halt and run to his carriage. But we had
reckoned without our engine-driver. To make
good the time that he had lost by waiting for
us, he passed the little wayside station without
stopping.
No corridor, no communicating door, gave the
unlucky Dim an exit, so here we were cooped up
with our retainer till four in the morning ! Too
proud to squat, without a chair to sit on, he re-
mained standing in a corner of the compartment,
his nose glued to the wall, like a naughty boy
" stood in the corner." A six-foot boy, whose
turban scraped the ceiling. To crown our misery
and his, he was seized by a nervous cough, a sort of
hiccup, that recurred every two minutes. Between
the spells of coughing he sniffed and snuffled, clear-
ing his throat with raucous desperation. In vain
I begged him to abate the nuisance. He was
feeling ill, he explained, oh, dreadfully ill! For
Dim had adopted not only the European style of
coat but the foolish custom of our domestics who, if
not hi absolutely perfect health, think themselves at
death's door. At last it came, much to our mutual
relief, the long-expected halt. As he stepped out of
the compartment Dim timidly informed us that we
could not sleep for long ; in two hours we would be
at Agra.
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Surely there is some magically recuperative
quality in the climate of Central India. After
three hours' sleep at the Cecil Hotel we felt sur-
prisingly fresh and rested, and decided to spend
the empty hour preceding luncheon in a visit to